54

The ChHurvey.

and
Reviews. Not that I have a word to say against the keeper ' feeling of interest—of hope that England has many | extremity of a gulf called the gulf of SmAV:":’ very

A HisTory oF ROME, FROM THE EARLIEST TIMES
To THE DEATH of Commopnus, A.D. 192. By
Dr. Leoxsarp Scamirz, F.R.S.E. New York:
Harper and Brothers. Toronto : A. H. Armour
& Co. 1851,

This volume is a most desirable companion to
the work by the same author reviewed by us re-
cently, and like it is destined, we predict,to enjoy a
long career of usefulness, as a medium of instruc-

tio, For upwards of three quarters of a century,
Goldsmith's abstract has been the source from
which the youth of Great Britain have mainly
derived their elementary knowledge of Roman
story. That production, though entertaining as
- Robinson Crusoe, cannot aspire to a much higher
degree of authority, as far as facts are concerned,
than the inimitable romance of De Foe. The
Doctor, “for shortness called Noll,"” (to quote
Hannah More’s kindly familiar line) retails with
all the earnestness of unquestioning faith, Livy's
most preposterous legends, never troubling his
head to enquire whether truth was not enshrouded
under allegory. Schmitz, on the other hand,
whilst not neglectful of the dramatic points of bis
theme, digs much deeper beneath the surface, and
presents us with the phédosophy, as well as the
poetiry, of the annals of the most famous confedera-
tion of robbers and pirates which our world ever
witnessed. He has not hesitated to aveil himself
largely of the labours of Niebubr, who rendered the
same service to the ancient records-of Rome that
Layard has to the architectural and artistic re-
mains of Ninevah. The result is a history instead
of a compendium of fables, and as such we cor-
dially recommend it to the attention of our readers.
We may add, that the very moderate price of the
volume, five shillings, renders it one of the cheapest,
as it assuredly is one of the most satisfactory
manuals, which can be put into the hands of the
student.
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Rerort oF THE GENERAL ProTrsTant Epis-
corAL Sunpay Scmoor, Usion, 1851, New-
York : Daniel Dana Jun.

With the current year will have passed away
the fourth of a century since the origin of the
excellent institution, whose annual report is now
before us.  That document is ably compiled, and
embraces a history of the rise and progress of the
Union which we have perused with much interest
and pleasure.  With sincere gratification we learn
that the financial condition of the Society is sound,
and that its means for publication have been

greatly enlarged. As we have frequently had
occasion to notice the books and tracts issied by

the Union, it is almost unnecessary for us to state
that their general character is such as to secure
the confidence of every sound and sincere Church-
man. Large supplies of them have been circulated
in our Diocese, and have proved valuable additions
to Sunday-school and Parochial libraries, To the
report is prefixed a sermon by the Right Rev. the
Bishop of Maryland, eloquently advocating the
claims of the Union upon the Church ; and
appended is a list, respectable in extent, of works
in the press, and to be ready before the close of the
present month,

tracts

SCENES IN OUR PARISH,
NO. ViII.
BLIND SARAH.

Concluded fiom our last.

At last, after an illness, it was thought reason-
able to make her some allowance from the parish,
and for some time no objection was made. But
then we had a new overseer, a “little industrious
man,” as he calls himself, very energetic and al-
ways busy, who came into office with full purpose
of rectifying all abuses, and full confidence in his
powers to do so. He resolved that Sarah should
bave no more * parish pay,” as it is called in these
days, until she gave up her houses. I do not blame
him as mach as he is generally blamed,—right, 1
doubt not, was on his side ; but for poor Sarah to
part with the houses which her busband had thanked
God that he had to leave ber—O ! it went near to
break her heart.  For a long time she would not
yield, and duriog the many weeks in which no
allowance was made her, she was reduced to great
distress. At last want of bread made it necessary
for her to give way. She sold her houses, and has
been living on the price of them now nearly two
years; but now the money is waxing very low, and
when it is all gone, I suppose she must apply again
to the parish, but they can give her very little, and
her working days are over. I cannot tell how she
will contrive to keep out of the workhouse, and to
go in there would be a very great sorrow ; for now
she can receive her visitors, and smile when they
adinire the order of her little establishment ; ghe
can pack up her tea, sugar, &z. in her “ ridicule,”
as she calls her old covered basket, and go to spend
every afternoon with her crippled neighbour, the
sailor's widow, and she can listen with pleased at-
tention to the tracts which on such occasions,
Mary reads to ber; and she can take a turn in the
fresh air or the suushine, whenever she pleases,
O what a charm there is in that |—to go out or
eoms in when ove will, no man making one afraid.

of our poor-house. But a poor-house is only one |
remove from a prison—so the poor think at least, ‘
and so they hate it.  O! I hope poor Sarah will |
not be obliged to go there. But why should I |
trouble myself sbout it ¥ she is not so anxious.— :
“I will surely do thee good,” is the promise of |
God to bis faithful servants, and *“good will be |
the word of the Lord I am sure none ever |
trusted in him and was confounded. Tle God of
the gospel dispensation is the God of nature also,
and that sweet Sunday evening's walk declared
his truth to me, for according to his unfailing pro-
mise the spring time was coming back again.

The moon which he set for certain seasons hung
like a dim silver lamp in the eastern heaven before
me, and the sun, which he taught to know his |
going down, cast the lengthening shadows across |
the ancient hills as he did six thousand years ago.
I'stopped at an open gate, and looked toward the
long line of southern downs, and could plainly dis-
tinguish the outline of the grey Cairn on the sum-
mit, Man passes away, I thought, and his monu-
ment remains only to bid us ask,* who lies here ?”
But God says, “ I am the same, I change not,”’—
and in whom is it that the Christian thus puts
trust ? In the Great Spirit of the American woods
or the Being that Socinianism proposes to itself as
an object of worship? O no, we feel whose
* Spirit rules universal pature.'” “His who wore
the platted thorns with bleeding brows.” And O
thou God and man! it is because thou, Jesus
Christ art the same yesterday, to day, and forever,
that we feel as David did, that we shall never see
the righteous forsaken.

So it was with pleasant thoughts that I came
quietly through the lanes and up the silent home-
fields, and my remembrancesof my friend Sarah
further arranged themselves in the following verses
which, by way of variety, I here offer to you :—~

THE BLIND COMMUNICANT.

The mother led her sightless child
Forth, in the fields to play ;
And cheer’d with voice of kindness mild,
Along her shadow’d way ;
And gave her flowers of varied hue,
Which the blind child might never view,

But she grew up, and loved the song
Of the glad birds to hear;
And roam’d the scented heath along,
In spring time of the year,
But knew not how those flowers were fair,
Nor how the bright moths flutter there,

To childhood’s voice, as still she grew,
That woman’s heart would swell ;
Yet the bright face she might not view,
Nor the young features tell ;
= But to her heart the form would strain,
And love the clasp, that press’d again.

But most she lov’d the one kind voice
That bade her glad heart bound ;
One step, that made her soul rejoice
With its so well known sound.
She fancied what that form might be,
And loved the smile she could not see.

She never saw—nor sparkling ray,
Rainbow, nor morning’s grace,
Nor brighter than Eve’s brightest ray,
Affection’s beaming face.
But yet to her one gleam was given
In earth’s dim walk, a glance at Heaven.

For when the noon-day’s glo bright
Shone on the chalicey fai%, e xtn T,
On priestly vestment pure and white,
And she was kneeling there ;
One moment on the quivering eye,
The holy light shone tremblingl)y.

O'! blest through this dim world of ours,
To follow calmly still,
The star that shines on Zion’s towers,
And lights up Judah’s hill.
Undazzled by earth’s meteor gleams,
Or bursting flowers, or sparkling streams,

O blest ! with faith’s unchanei
That star alone to see— i o
And s0, through this life’s varied maze
Press forward stedfast] - '
Until, upon the atrenglhen’({ sight,
Bursts forth in Heaven, the Lamb ! the Light !

e
EXTRACT FROM A LETTER DESCRIB-
ING A COUNTRY FUNERAL,

The day drags through, though storms keep out th 3
And thus the heart will break, yet brokeul‘; live o:."m ‘

Byron,

# You recolleet Jobn Rider at the mill. You
cannot forget him, for many Sundays you and I
used to watch him, walking up and down the green,
waiting to catch the ftirst glimpse of his old vicar,
as the quiet couple, the grey haired priest and the
slow paced steed, entered the distant avenue, We
used to feel pleased at the respect and readiness
with which Jobn’s services were tendered. Can-
ot you recall now the manner in which he so
carefully assisted the infirm olq gentleman to dis-
mount, and then quietly took (he bridle, and led
the sober steed to his father's stable? You said
he gave you exactly the idea of what a young Eng-
lish yeoman ought to be ; and since that day I
never looked on his tall and well-made figure, his
handsome sunburnt face—I peyer observed the
buoyancy of his step, the simple good-humour of
his expression, without a feeling of pleasure at the
thought, that he was my countryman; and 1

remarked his constancy in his place at Church, his
orderly bebaviour, his attention, with g yet deeper

such. These are but a few outwaid signs, indeed,
such as might deceive ; but hope is a blessed thing,
and we have need of all the comfort hope can give
now. Poor John is dead ! his illness was raging
fever, brought on by over exerting himself in the
anxious time of a stormy hay harvest. 1 had known
of his illness only two or three days, when on Wed-
nesday I called to ask for him. I shall never forget
the terror of his little sister’s look, or her sudden
burst of grief, when she heard her mother answer
my question with an unnatural composure more
affecting still—* God help us!" said she *the doctor
can do no more for him !’ '

‘“ As I turned to leave the house, and past the
projecting angle of the barn, my eye rested on a
face that showed more despair than his mother's,
more agony than his sister's. There stood poor
Amy Miles ; she had evidently heard the news
which had been told me—had been lingering about,
I suppose, for the purpose of hearing it.

‘ She did not speak but hid her face in her
apron and passed me like lightning, It struck me
at the moment, that the last time I had seen poor
Amy was one fair moonlight evening, standing in
the little copse, that leads to her father’s cottage ;
that the moment after, I met John in the lane, 1
remember, too, that I had been puzzled at the
occurrence. You know these sort of matters always
had a great charm for me ; for I knew that the
miller and the cottager were at law at the time ;
and beside, John Rider was a person of much more
consequence in our little world than poor Amy
Miles. Well! I was awakened on Thursday mor-
ning by the bell tolling muffled for John. It
would exceed the bounds of my letter were I to
attempt to describe to you the sad feelings of the
survivors of our little circle, on this melancholy
occasion. In so small a village as ours, you know,
we feel something like one large family ; and for
poor Rider in particular—every one had known
him from a child—every one could remember some
good of him ; and then he was his father's only
son—and the grey stone under which he was laid
yesterday, bears a long list, the names of his respec-
table ancestors from the date 1583 ; but when
John’s name and his father's—how sadly out of
place after that of his healthy son—shall be en-
graved, there is not one left to continue the race.
‘ Tis all well!I" said the old man, as he turned
from the grave yesterday, * there's never been any
stain on the credit of my family, the last,’ he looked
toward the open vault, but could not bring himself
to name his last child—* the last has carried a fair
name to his grave with him—there can be none to
dishonour us now.’

““ It was the most affecting of the nwiiy affecting
fuverals that T have witnessed.  OQur little school-
girls, generally careless enough on such occasions,
stood now linked hand in hand, gazing on the flow-
ers that were scattered about the pall, as seriously
as if they felt the similarity between those wither-
ing beauties, and him who had come up apd been
so suddenly cut down, The poor father and mo-
ther were objects of deep pity to the whole con-
gregation. T'he father never shed a tear, bat stood
with his eyes immovably fixed on the letters of his
poor son’s name on the coffin-plate, as if he felt it
necessary to read the melancholy inscription over
and over again, in order to convince himself of its
truth.  The mother, the poor mother! her beha.
viour was quite a contrast to what it had been on
Weduesday. The flood gates seemed to be opened
and the full tide of sorrow flowed forth. Her very
heart seemed bursting. The maidens who, accor-
ding to our country custom, attended as pall-
bearers in white hoods and scarfs, were much
affected, as well by the mother's intense distress as
by the melancholy cause of their assembling : and
as I looked at the young and graceful forms so
bowed down with unaccustomed grief, the bright
eyes so strangely dimmed with tears, a thought
crossed my mind, silly enough, that perhaps he had
left, as Cowper says, ‘ a heart. ache to one of them
for a legacy.” But at that moment, when that most
touching part of the service preparatory to the
corpse being laid in the grave was read, just as the
old clergyman’s voice, trembling with emotion and
yet so deep and solemn, that every word touched
the hearer's heart, said, * Man that is born of a
woman, hath but a short time to live, and is full of
misery’—TFull of misery! O what true words!
At that moment there was a sudden movement
amongst the attentive throng. The little chl]dre'n
shrunk back in fright, as a pale girl, not drest in
mourning—the world recognized no right that she
had to mourn—but O, custom cannot bind heart-
felt sorrow—rushed up the churchyard through
the aisle; her dark hair loosened from the haste of
bher motion, the tears streaming down the pale
cheeks, the whole dress disordered. She passed
the mourners ; the old clergyman paused in pity
and astonishment, as with a wild and p.assxonale
cry which has sounded in my ears ever siuce, she
sunk upon the coffin. Poor, poor Amy! God
comfort her!"

SMYRNA.

Smyrna, the second of the Seven Churcheeb:f
Asia, is mentioned next after Ephesus, probt? y
because it was nearest to it, [t js a very ancient

. city, situated on the east coast of Lydia, at the

near the mouth of the river Meles.

early period of its history it was destro
& 7 3 nder

Lydians, and lay waste until the time of{}le";o—ﬂ

the Great. It was rebuilt about two miles

of the old city, and in the time of the first

.t ja, al

Emperors was one of the finest cities of ?T:i,ct i
, justic the distrnict’

was the court of justice for all dition

ZEolis.  Smyrna was in this prosperous cop
when a Christian Church was founded ‘heIE,
members of which, though poor in this W‘l"; i
goods, were rich in faith,! It was foreto
them that they should suffer for the namé o
Christ, and have tribulation for ten days,” ‘h':m‘
prophetic years ; a prophecy that was fulfilled g
the persecution of Diocletian, which lasted for ¥
time, and fell very heavily on this as on ?(beﬂ
the Eastern Churches. But together with t
tidings of coming adversity was coupled the
forting promise, * Be thou faithful unto death;
I will give thee a crown of life." ded
In the year 170 the Church of Smyrna affor o
an example of devotion to the faith which "St:ed
nobly with the character given to it in the S';‘M
Volume. A persecution was raised by order ¢ i
Roman Emperor, and the chief magistraté
Smyrna was ordered to expose to wild beasts' ]
to burn at the stake all those who profebsed ol
Christian religion. A number of persons ﬂcc“e"
of the crime of belonging to the hated sect g

the

and

called on to deny their faith, and on their re{::u‘
they were cruelly tortured by scourging and {ouing

pierced with nails or thorns; but still cont
steadfast, they were thrown to wild beasts.
of all, the aged Polycarp was brought fo"'an
who, it is said, was a disciplo of St. JobM %
had been appointed Bishop of Smyroa by ‘hed“
loved Apostle. The Roman magistrate, mo¥¢ o
the affecting sight, and anxious to save the cO“b_
geous old man, advised him to conce? put
name, and offered to release him if he wou i
swear by the Emperor’s good fortune, l“d five
Christ.  Polycarp answered, * Fourscore 80 (ime
years have I been His servant, yet in all this (hes
hath He not so much as once hurt me; hf’w'
may I speak evil of my King and Sovereigd ™.
who hath brought me salvation P’ The mawill
trate replied, “1 have wild beasts to whicsf IThi‘
throw thee, unless thou take a better way- way
threat serving only to strengthen him in ‘Bel will
that he had chosen, the magistrate added, 4
tame thee with fire if thou heed not 'he“mo
beasts.” Then said Polycarp, * You threate out
with fire, which shall burn for the space of 87 4
and shall be within a little While after put °°
extinguished ; but you know not the
judgment to come, and of everlasting PU”
which is reserved for the wicked av
But why make all these delays? Give i ;
death soever you list.”” While standing aw""’
stake, to which he was soon after bound, l‘" uWe“‘
the following prayer. “O Father of 1 hyWEO‘“
Beloved and Blessed Son Jesus Christ, by
we have attained the kncwledge of Thee, the
of angels and powers, and of every creaw"es s
all just men which live before Thee, 1 give (his
thanks that Thou hast vouchsafed to grant “‘em g
day that I may have my part among the n“ﬂec.
of martyrs in the cup of Christ, unto the re;uoﬂKb
tion of eternal life, both of body and soul, throlﬂ
the operation of the Holy Spirit, among Wf "
shall this day be received into Thy sight :];nd
acceptable sacrifice: and as Thou hast [)re])are T
revealed the same before this time, so Thou h‘a"hich
complished the same, O Thou most true God,
canst not lie. Wherefore, 1 in like case e
things praise Thee, and glorify Thee by 0Vf glory
lasting Bishop Jesus Christ, to Whom b; el
evermore. Amen.” - Thus was this boy(beu
faithful unto death; and who can doubt that
has been given to him a crown of life ? geven
Smyrna was destroyed by an ear!hquﬂkeureliu.
years after this event, but the Emperor formeT
caused it to be rebuilt in more than 18 redly
splendour. It afterwards, however, 'ePealncn
suffered from earthquakes. There are few P*.
in the Turkish dominions which have,in pro e
to their size, so great a population as Smy™ " with
it is the most thriving town in the LevaPh js 8
respect both to export and import trade. ~ 515“
better built town than Constantinople, an¢
improving, substantial stone houses be"’.fdingu-
generally erected instead of wooden . a oub
The number of inhabitants amounts w].rgﬂ
130,000, among whom there is there is 50
Population of Christians as to render the " g
unclean in the eyes of strict Mahometans, %
it Tnfidel Izmir, the latter name being @ corfnse
of Smyrna. It stands at the foot of = TS e
Mountains which enclose it on three s'fie"
only ancient ruing are upon the mountain®
the town ang to the south. Upon the 7
Summit stand the ruins of an old Cﬂ"le'c:nd cit
SUpposed to mark the site of the 8€¢%
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Revi 1:9:0 T'know thy works, ’“t kno¥ are

avd poverty, (but thou art rich,) and_ s, 808

asphemy of

th i y are Jev
DOt, but are 1 em which say they

_which
1e synagogue of Satan. ings ¥I'°
-1i. 10.  Fear none of those cast 500¢ oﬁ'
tho“.'hah suffer : behold, the devil ‘b’u.nd ye 'h:h
Jou Into prison, that ye may be tried i.5" ;o deaths
have tribulation tey days : be thou faithfu

and T'will give thee a erown of life.
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